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banks, watching the grey, woolly clouds as they
swept across the desolate-looking plains. We had
now entered the river Irtish, where navigation'is
extremely dangerous at this time of the year on
account of the dense fogs that prevail between
Soorgoot and Tobolsk. Collisions are of frequent
occurrence, and it is not to be wondered at. There
is no rule of the road as at sea or on most Euro-
pean rivers. Upon meeting a vessel a red or white
flag was waved from the bridge to intimate that we
should pass to tLe right or left of it. At night the
signal was given by a small hand-lamp. On foggy
days and dark misty nights the danger of this
system may be imagined, and we got but little sleep
at nights for fear of a smash, to say nothing of a
deafening fog-horn kept going almost without cessa-
tion from sunset till dawn. We only anchored
once, however, when the fog became so bad you
could literally not see your hand before you. It
lasted seven hours, as uncomfortable ones as I ever
wish to^pend, for eyes, nose, and mouth were choked
with the fumes which penetrated even into the
saloon. The scenery for a couple of days after ,
leaving Soorgoot was still more desolate and mono-
tonous. The forests of birch and beech disappeared
altogether, and were replaced by vast plains ,of
sand, varied by an occasional salt-marsh, the only
signs of vegetation being the stutxted willows and
scrub that fringed the banks of the dirty, muddy-
coloured river. Not a living thing is rieea iu
regions, save at long intervals, perhaps,
merit of some Ostiak, the tiny tents only accent^
ating the huge landscape of desolation surroiiadmg ;